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RESPONSE TO MICHELLE OBERMAN'S REGULATING
CONSENSUAL SEX WITH MINORS: DEFINING A ROLE FOR
STATUTORYRAPE
ELVIRA DZURLIC, 19t
When I was eleven, my brother and I went to a new
foster home. I met Tony the first day I got there.
Tony (not his real name) was our foster mother's oldest
son. He was twenty-three.
He drove a truck, and on that first day, I went with my
foster mother to pick him up from work. When we got to his
job, he was waiting out front. He was tall and mad cute.
Immediately I got a little crush on him.
Our new foster home was fun for a while. There were
times that my new foster mother would be so sweet and tell
me, "I love you. You are the daughter I always wanted."
But then she began to have mood swings and there
were days that she would say, "What the hell? You can't do
anything right. You are good for nothing." That would
really hurt.
She also gave us lots of chores. I had to clean the
kitchen and the living room. I also had to take care of a
younger foster child that she also had. I had to bathe her
and wash her clothes. I was too scared to say anything
because I didn't want to get hit.
Unlike his mother, Tony was always nice to me. I really
had a big crush on Tony. Every time I would see him I
would start blushing. I liked when he would come home
t Ms. Dzurlic is a writer for Foster Care Youth United, a national magazine
written by and for teens in foster care. She plans to begin college in the Fall of
2000. Ms. Dzurlic did not attend the Urban Girls Conference. After the
Conference, she contacted Ms. Michelle Oberman, and interviewed her about
statutory rape based on the paper Ms. Oberman presented at the Conference.
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from work and put on his stereo in the living room and
blast it. He would play Rap and R&B. He would start to
sing and I would laugh because he couldn't sing-but he
sounded so cute.
He and my brother were also mad cool. They liked to
have jokes on me. They would say, "Damn, you have a big
head." They would laugh and I would laugh with them.
Then one Friday, about a year and a half after I had
been in that home, my foster mother went to her friend's
house for a visit. My brother and I were both in Tony's room
playing video games. I was lying next to Tony.
Then I felt someone's foot rubbing on mine, and when I
looked, it was Tony's foot. I had a tingling feeling and a big
smile. I did not really think anything was wrong with that
because I liked Tony a lot.
After a while, my brother left to go to bed and it was
only Tony and I. I was so nervous. I was never nervous
before, but this time I didn't know what to do. I was only
twelve and Tony was twenty-four.
Then Tony turned off his light and laid under his sheets
and told me to rub his back with lotion. I did. That's when
he started touching me. He started rubbing on my chest
and then started to go further down. I was feeling
uncomfortable. I did not know what to do. I was scared. But
I liked him so much.
Before I left the room he told me, "Keep this between
you and me. This is our little secret."
Even though I was scared that first night, after a while,
I liked and enjoyed that Tony was touching me. Tony never
actually had intercourse with me, but him touching me
made me feel close to him. I thought that he loved me.
Every time he would go out to hang out with his friends and
then come back home, he would come to my room and I
would feel him touching me. I thought that this was what it
took for a guy to love a girl-for her to give it up.
Sometimes he would come home with a girl and I would
get really mad. But I would look at her and say silently, "So
what? You're just another girl who he is going to have sex
with and leave." I thought that he loved me.
This kept on for about two-and-a-half years.
Tony was sweet when he was in the mood to be sweet.
When he was in a good mood, we would laugh and make fun
of each other and start to play fight. He'd tell me that I was
pretty, but not prettier than him, and we'd go back and
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forth about who looked better.
When we were alone, he also made me feel good. He
would caress my body and tell me that my skin was nice
and soft and that I smelled good. He made me feel like he
loved me when he would say those things.
But other times he would find things that I did wrong
and start yelling at me. He was the man of the house, and if
my foster mother did not like the way I washed the dishes,
or if I was fooling around when I was supposed to be
cleaning the kitchen, she'd tell him and he would yell at me.
He'd say, "Damn, you're so slow," almost every day.
Then at night he would come to my room and say, 'You
know, I was just playing with you."
I used to think he was probably yelling at me so my
foster mother would not suspect anything was going on
between us. But then there were days that he would yell at
me when she was not around. I felt confused when he would
apologize.
One day Tony came from work and asked me, "Why
didn't you fold my socks?"
I told him I hadn't had time. Then he pushed me into
the TV. A cord was hanging out and my leg went straight
into it. I got a big open cut and was bleeding.
After, I went to my room and I was crying so much. I
felt like this had become an abusive relationship. But Tony
was the first person besides my brother who I thought ever
loved me. I was looking for someone to love me so badly that
I did not want to let go. No one could have told me that he
did not love me. I did not want to hear it. I just wanted to
hear the way I felt.
That was the first time he hit me, but, unfortunately, it
was not the last time. Whenever he felt that I was not
listening to him, he would hit me. And since he knew that I
was not going to tell anyone, he started doing it harder.
I think he knew that he could hit me and call me names
because I loved him and I would always forgive him. He
knew he could do anything he wanted and I would not say
anything.
Besides, who would I have told? I could not tell my
foster mother because he was her favorite son and she
would say that I was lying. I couldn't tell my brother
because he was really close with Tony and I didn't know
how he would take it. I definitely did not want to tell my
social worker because it would come back to my foster
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mother, and my foster mother would tell Tony, and I would
get into so much trouble.
One day, a few months later, I cut school and went to
Chinatown in Manhattan. I almost never cut school, but I
really wanted to go out and have fun.
When I got home that evening, I went to my room. The
phone rang and Tony picked it up. Then Tony called me.
"Come here," he said. I was so scared. When I know
that I am going to get hurt, the tears just come down and I
already feel the pain that is coming to me.
I went into his room and he asked me, "Did you go to
school today?"
"Yes," I said.
"So why is your teacher on the phone asking me why
you were not in school today?"
I just stood there looking at him. Then he put me on the
phone with my teacher. My teacher asked me, "What did
you do in shop class today?" It was a trick question, because
the shop teacher had been absent that day, so of course I
got the answer wrong.
After that I confessed that I did not go to school. Then I
hung up the phone and Tony took a book and hit me on the
head. Then he kicked me. He told me, 'Wait until Mommy
comes back from the store."
When my foster mother came back I was in my bed.
Tony yelled, "Mom, come upstairs." When she came I
started to cry even more. When he told her what I had done,
she took a wire hanger and hit me with it and gave me a big
cut on my arm.
She started cursing me out in Spanish and English. She
told me, 'You are a piece of shit and you are not worth
nothing. You are going to grow up and be nothing." Every
time she said something, she would hit me with the hanger.
But the hitting was not really hurting me as much as the
words were.
When she was done, Tony walked by and said, "Good for
you." When he said that, I really felt for the first time that
he did not care.
That night, my foster mother went to her friend's
upstate and left me and my brother with Tony. I did my
chores and went to my room. Then Tony came to my room
and started playing around with me. I told him to leave me
alone. That was the first time I ever told him that. But he
did not want to.
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I turned over to the wall by my bed so he would leave
me alone. He shut my light and closed the door. I thought
he had left, but when I turned back around, he was sitting
on my bed. Then he started touching me on my chest, then
went down to my private spot.
I got so sick of it I just lay there and did not care
anymore. I felt so disgusted and dirty. I felt invaded. I felt
like I was trash. I just wanted him to finish and get away
from me.
After he finished, I went to take a shower and got into
bed. I was thinking about running away while I fell asleep.
I still loved him, but I was so tired of him hitting me and
then telling me that he was sorry.
The weekend went by and Monday morning came. Tony
left early, around 6:00 a.m., to go to work. I got up, took a
shower, dressed the little girl, gave her something to eat,
and told my brother that I was leaving.
I had decided I couldn't take it anymore. I was tired. I
loved my brother and I loved Tony. But when I got sick of it,
I really got sick.
My brother asked me where I was going. I told him,
"Somewhere out of here." I just told him that I was tired of
getting hit. He didn't know about everything else with me
and Tony, and I did not tell him.
He said, "Go ahead. I'm staying."
Part of me did not want to leave because I really still
did love Tony. And I did not want to leave my brother.
Besides Tony, my brother was the only person I ever loved
and who loved me. But I hoped I could find someplace
better. So I took my bag and I left.
I called my agency from the street and told them that I
ran away from my foster home. When they came to pick me
up, I explained about the physical abuse-that Tony had
been hitting me-but I didn't tell them anything about the
sexual relationship that I had been having with him. After
that they placed me in a home where I was loved. My new
foster mother never hit me. Whenever I would do something
wrong, she would sit down and talk to me. She made me
feel comfortable. She would hold me in her arms and tell me
that she loved me.
Still, I missed my brother so much. We hardly got to see
each other at all. And even though I was angry at Tony for
all the times he hit me, I missed him. I missed when he
would blast his music and when we would play fight and
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when he would hold me. All the pain that I went through
with him I still loved him.
Then, a few months after I moved into my new home, I
started catching pains on my right side. My foster mother
took me to the emergency room and they ran tests on me.
The next evening, my foster mother came home from work
and gave me a hug. Then she told me that the doctor said I
had a sexually transmitted disease.
Actually, they were false results, which I found out
later when they ran even more tests on me. But at the time,
I didn't know much about STD's and I thought Tony had
given it to me. I was really scared and angry, so I told my
foster mom all about Tony.
While I was explaining, I started to cry. She told me
that Tony took advantage of me. But I was in love with
Tony, and I had wanted to be with him. I told her that I let
him do it and that I had wanted it. Then she asked me,
"How old were you and how old was he? You are young. He
is a grown man. He sexually molested you."
But I did not want to hear it. I was mad. All I kept
saying was that I let him do it to me and I wanted it, so he
did not sexually molest me.
But when we stopped talking, I couldn't make the
thoughts go away. I had it on my mind all night. I was
confused and I needed to talk to someone. So that week I
told my therapist what Tony had been doing to me. I
revealed my biggest secret to her. She called the police.
I did not know that she was going to tell the police. I
thought that she was going to talk to me and ask me what I
wanted to do. But instead she rushed ahead with
everything without me.
She didn't tell me after she had called, either. I didn't
know she had called the police until that evening, when a
detective called my house and said that he needed to talk to
me. I was so scared and mad at myself because I still loved
Tony. Everything happened so fast. Then he told me I
would have to tell the prosecutor what had happened.
The next day, two detectives came to pick me up at
home and take me to the district attorney's office. When I
arrived I was mad scared. There were police all around and
the office building was big.
I saw a lot of lawyers. Everybody was suited up, both
women and men. I was hoping that I got a woman and
thank God I did. I would not feel comfortable talking to a
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male lawyer. My lawyer asked me questions like, 'What did
Tony do to you?" "Did he force himself on you?" "Where did
he touch you?"
I started crying and did not know how to answer her. So
many people were telling me, "He did wrong. He did
wrong." There was so much pressure and I was so tried of
everybody telling me the same thing over and over again.
But every time someone told me that, I would think,
"Damn, yo, maybe she is right." And I was mad because I
thought he had given me an STD. When I thought about
that, part of me did want to tell on him.
But then the other part of me would say, "Nah, I let him
and I wanted him to do it." Besides, I still loved him. And I
knew that Tony was across the street in the bull pens (jail).
I also wanted to see him and talk to him because I felt so
bad.
My lawyer let me go outside with the detective so I
could get something to drink and calm down. When I came
back, she did not force me to say what I did not feel
comfortable saying. I just had to shake my head yes or no if
I did not want to answer the question verbally. No one
asked me if I wanted to press charges. They just told me
that I needed to tell them what had happened.
After I pressed the charges on Tony, I felt so guilty. I
felt that I had messed up Tony's life for no reason. I thought
he was going to be sent to Rikers Island and be in jail for
several months, if not longer. In the end, all that did
happen to him was that they sent him to a program for
sexual molesters. But at the time, all I could think was,
'Why did I have to tell?"
Afterward, a friend of mine asked me, "If you feel so
guilty for telling, why did you tell?" It's a good question that
I've tried to answer for myself. But really, I had no answer
for that when she asked me, and until this day I still have
no answer for sure, except maybe that I felt so much
pressure, and that I was so confused how I felt myself.
It's been almost four years since I went to the lawyer. I
didn't have to go to court because Tony admitted what he
had done as part of a plea bargain, so he never got a real
sentence. And I haven't seen Tony since. I also lost all
contact with my brother, because he was mad at me for
pressing charges and he said he didn't believe me. But
that's a whole different tragedy in my life. If I could have
seen the future, that alone would have kept me from ever
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telling anyone what had happened.
Still, now that I'm older, part of me thinks it's right
that they pressed charges on Tony. Part of me knows that I
was a child and what he did was wrong. But even so, I still
feel it was handled the wrong way. Everything happened so
fast and I did not get a chance to say what I wanted to say.
The way things happened with my social worker and
with the courts made me feel like I can trust no one. Now
it's hard for me to tell anyone anything because I feel that
they are going to tell someone else right behind my back. It
wasn't only Tony who hurt me. The way they handled my
case hurt me, too.
If I was an adult and a girl came and told me a similar
story, I would talk to her and listen to her and comfort her.
I would ask her if she wanted to report him. If I was a social
worker or teacher and required by law to report what she
told me, then I would tell her that I was required to tell
before she confided in me. And I would tell her what she
should expect so it did not come as a surprise.
I would ask her if there was anything she wanted to do,
and I would be there to comfort her through the whole
process. There was at least one person who was there for
me like that-my foster mother-and she made a big
difference in my life. I wish other adults had been more like
her.
It's been four years since I've had anything to do with
Tony, but he is still on my mind. When I really think about
it, I think that my foster mother was right. I feel stupid
that he did not love me the way that I loved him. I feel
used, cheap, and dirty. I was just a little girl. I had nothing.
I was not even developed. I did not even know what my
period was yet. But at the time, I was blind.
Tony made me feel that all guys are just like him-
dogs. Now I don't trust guys, and I refuse to date just one
guy at a time. I do not want to get my feelings broken
again. Sometimes I feel that Tony took everything from me.
But even though I have all this anger for Tony, till this
day there's a part of me that still loves him. Sure, I pressed
charges. But all the court cases in the world can't change
the confusion I still feel. I was so young when it happened
and when it ended, and it was so big and went on for so
many years, that I think my love for Tony will never really
leave.
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